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Nothing there is like a good ol’ hammock 
for dispelling the cares of the day — especially 
when in the hammock is something so 
pleasantly distracting as Cara Dodge, a 
pretty brown-eyed answer to any man’s 
dreams on a lazy afternoon. Cara is twenty-two 
years old and S6-2S-S5. Think about it: the 
warming sun, a clean breeze and a creek rippling by, 
and there she is (sigh) swinging gently to and 
fro in the shade of a big oak tree. Okay, 
so it’s winter. We're dreaming, remember? 
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Tiventy-eight 

years 

are not 

undone 
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single 

night 

By Frank Wyka 
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SOMETHING 

MARVELOUS 




Our photographer was beachcombing 
in Florida one afternoon and found 
Arlene Marvel among the dunes. It 
turned out she was a vacationer from 
Columbus, Ohio, who had come south 
to soak up a little of that well- 
known Florida sunshine. Despite the 
evidence here, she says she’s 
always had a reputation os being a 
tomboy. Doesn't seem possible, does it? 
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“fflKiI’i the got that I won’t have?” 


THE FAST, FLASHING HOURS 


Five nights had brushed away the loneliness of 
nineteen years By Tho-ms Livingston 

So they became bums in the middle class sense of 
the word; but in those quick swift times, Peter 
was always there behind her as the strength . . . 
the rock to lean on when she was weary and scared. 
It all probably wouldn’t have happened if his 
mother hadn’t died; but that was past, she had 
died, and he had inherited the trust she had built 
with his long-dead father’s money. It wasn t great 
money: two thousand a year for twenty years. 

Always when she climbed on the back of the 
black cycle and locked her arms around his waist, 
when the motor roared before the lurch that sent 
them on on on, when she felt the cold, cracked 
leather of his jacket with the palms of her hands, 
she sometimes would think of her home and her 
debutante party four years before at the country 
club by the water with the windows that had been 





Cigarette. Anyone? 



One-Eleven 


LUCKY 

STRIKE 






igarettes. 


The secret ingredient in old 
brands of cigarettes is 
nostalgia, and collectors con- 
sider them colorful, lore-filled 
artifacts of the past. Those 
shown here belong to Edward 
Scott of Haledon, N.J., who has 
collected some 180 different 
packs. Not bad, considering 
that he doesn’t smoke. 





“I’m a gigolo. Any discount to the trade? 
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Some nights are meant to be 


and forgotten / A short story By Thomas Gifford 


siit trip 

The German woman, immensely fat with blotchy 
pink cheeks and her hair piled in gray braids at 
the back of her head, turned at the door. Her eyes 
were bright blue but barely visible in folds of 
flesh and her hair had once been blonde. 

" So good you were able to get here. Was the 
sleigh ride nice? It was the only way in all this 
snow. Such a night.” She gestured resignedly 
and pronounced her w’s as v’s. 

‘‘It was a treat," Charles said. “Wasn’t it, old 
girl?" 

His wife winced but smiled at the woman. “It 
was charming." 

“Now you unpack and come down to the 
lodge. Tomorrow we have the ski races and 
everyone is here. There is singing and beer"— 
she smiled delightedly— “ and we would welcome 
two Americans. Please do come down and drink 
with us and meet the skiers and the journalists 
and . . .’’ She smiled broadly, shook her head, 
and shut the door behind her. 

Charles stood looking out the window. 

“Damn it all," he sighed, “this is a romantic 
Bavarian ski lodge, a cold snowy night, beer 
drinking . . . By God, look at those stars. They 
just don’t have nights like this back home." 

Charles and May had been married four days 
before in New York after a six-month courtship. 
He was thirty-three and had done well in adver- 
tising while she was twenty-six and had been 
doing layout work for a fashion magazine. They 
were meant for each other. T hey liked to feel that 

{ Continued on page 36) 
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UDT spells trouble for 
two different groups: 
an enemy, and anyone 
reckless enough to vol- 
unteer for the Navy's 
Underwater Demoli- 
tion Teams. This trou- 
ble begins for a UDT 
frogman when he de- 
cides to become one, 
and it culminates in 
what is grimly known 
as Hell Week - the 
toughest week of the 
toughest training in 
the world. Hell Week 
is a carefully planned 
and executed week- 
long disaster con- 
ducted by the Navy 
near Norfolk, Vir- 
ginia, on the theory 
that if a man can sur- 
vive this he can sur- 
vive anything. Hell 
Week is a week of all- 
night forced runs 
through swamps, 
across beaches, over 
every kind of obstacle 
(some of them in the 
process of exploding), 
plus numerous na- 
tural and man-made 
harassments—all with 
practically no sleep or 
even rest. The object 
of this training is to 
prepare UDT men to 
function for long per- 
iods at ten times their 
normal physical out- 
put; an output that 
their combat job de- 
mands of them. This 
job is to quietly slip 
ashore and open the 
way for an invasion 
force, or to hit the 
beach with the first 
wave and blast apart 
obstacles while under 
heavy enemy fire. Be- 
cause this is the most 
crucial point of an in- 

afford to fail— Hell 
Week effectively weeds 
out those who might. 



DEVIL OF A 

HELL 



The pictures on the op- 
posite page show UDT 
trainees in such Hell Week 
occupations as cable 
walking, making forced 
marches with rubber boats 
and learning inland pene- 
tration techniques through 
mud, swamps and forests. 







DELLA 

VAUGHN: 

SHE ENJOYS: 

Some of 

the people we know like 
to plan their lives out 
ahead of them, but not 
this lovely creature, 
whose name is as de- 
lectable as she is: 
Della Vaughn. She 
thinks living for 
the moment is 
more important. 

Della digs loud Dixie- 
land jazz and owns a big 
collection of hi-fi records 
which keeps her happy on 
rainy days. When the sun 
shines, Della likes nothing 
better than picnicking on 
a hill, accompanied by a 
young fellow to help her 
with the basket of food 
and drink. Afterwards 

perhaps a walk in the 
woods to pick some 
wild flowers, and 
then back to the 
city to listen 
to her stereo 
phonograph... 








Della's life is 
one of unrebellious 
non-conformity— she just 
does whatever she 
feels like, whenever 
she feels like doing it. 
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AIRLINE GIRLS 
IN THE JET AGE 


The job she'd give her right arm to get sometimes pays as little as 
$70 a week to start. With small annual increases, after seven years 
this can rise to a maximum of $95, or $100 for overseas assignments. 


kShe is allowed to join a medical group plan and gets room and board 
W expenses for overtime duty. Still, fringe benefits are negligible, con- 
sidering the hours and conditions. 


| If she does land the job, she has to buy part or all of her original 
^uniforms, which are usually tailored suits running from $100 to $265 


She also has to buy a girdle and w 


ir it whether her figure needs it 


7 She's not allowed for a minute after work hours to enter a bar with 
fcher uniform on. 


' She can't smoke on duty and most employers don't even permit her 
to do this in a restaurant. The restrictions go on and on. 


Yel. girls will lie girls. And if they’re young girls, they want to feel their life 
is going to he an exeiting and a glamorous one. Which is the only explanation 
for the all but universal American female’s dream of becoming an airline 
stewardess. (Continued on the following page) 












right , Mom. A picnic lunch was the last thing on his mind / 1 




Art for Art’s Sake 
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NEW HOPE 
FOR 

PROBLEM 

GAMBLERS 



When 

a 

girl 
















SSS5!aS9®5P? 


Wbat’s happened to the 
practical joker and his 
hoax in the epic manner? 


BY DAVID GUNSTON 





Her name is Maritza Antoinette and probably you'll agree that there’s some- 
thing about her enticingly foreign and exotic. Little wonder — she’s Spanish , 
French, Italian and Arabic, and comes from the little Mediterranean island of 
Ischia. In this country, she alternates between Las Vegas, as an oriental dancer 
in some of the larger clubs, and Hollywood where she dabbles in cinema. She's 
only twenty-two, but very worldly when it comes to international travel . . . and 
well prepared, too, for she speaks three languages: English, Italian and Arabic. 

SOMETHING FOREIGN AND EXOTIC 
























It won’t surprise many to be told that Italy and France both 9 
are noted for having beautiful and charming women. Imagine, then, I 
what wonders might be wrought in a combination of the two. 1 
And indeed, we have here just that winning combination : Marcella I 
Roux, a nineteen-year -old French-Italian girl who was bom in I 
Naples and lives in Cannes. She works as customer consultant I 
for a Riviera perfume company, doing modeling in her spare time. I 



